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later on. The Americans had been unwilling to trust a Communist
official with this job, also the Bolsheviks had refused to submit to
an all-American check. My appointment was the compromise.
As a non-party man I could be shot at with impunity from both
sides. The Bolsheviks took the precaution, however, of giving me
a young Communist as an assistant. His job was to spy on me, bjut
it was through him that I engineered my escape.
I had decided soon after my arrival at Yaniburg that T would
not be so foolish as to try to rush the Esthonian border. For one
thing, it was extremely well patrolled. On top of th^t, Tarbun,
my assistant, slept with me in the railway carriage which was our
home and I was never long out of his sight. The only way out was
to get back to Pctrograd on a pretext which would take me on board
one of those ships. I was helped to the plan by an Englishman, an
official of a cold storage concern, whom I met going through
Yamburg* He was on his way to Petrograd to arrange for frozen
meat to be landed at that port by one of his company's ships,
and when 1 learned his business I wrote him a hasty note of appeal
which I slipped into a magazine lying on his carriage seat, The
method of communication was highly dangerous for me, but it
was my only chance and it worked. On his way back a week or
two later he left the magazine with me, and inside it was my reply.
If I could get to Petrograd in six weeks' time his company's ship
would be prepared to take me on board,
But how to get to Petrograd ? 1 decided finally to take the bull
by the horns and just go, I would tell Tarbun some story about
wishing to see Dr. Walker or the Commissar on some business and
board a train. It was more difficult to conceal my absence from
Yamburg from the knowledge of Petrograd, for reports bearing
my signature had to be sent each day in duplicate to the Relief
Administration and the Commissar's office. Could I induce Tarbun
to send these in for me for a long enough period to enable me to
get clear ?
This Tarbun was a good fellow in his way, but he had two
moods which I could not endure. In the first of these he got heavily
drunk and invariably presented a revolver and threatened to blow
off my head. I could deal with this mood by giving him a punch
on the jaw. Once he touched the floor, of our carriage he was all
right. He lay there till he was sober again. In the other mood he
was whiningly ambitious. He wanted to get on in the Soviet world
but the Party had hitherto refused to recognize his merits. Why
was he stuck here in a God-forsaken hole like Yamburg acting as
understudy to a capitalist bootlicker like me ? If it must be Yamburg,
why couldn't he have my job ? His unceasing complaint was that